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That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 

I And yet not fall,fo iighc is vanitie. 

Iul. Good eucn to my ghottly Confcflbr. 

Fti. Romeo fhall thanke thee Daughter for vs both. 
Iul. As much to hiin,elfe in his thanks too much. 

Fri. Ah Iuliet,\( the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine,and that thy skill be more 
Toblafon it.then lwectcn with thy breath 
This neighbour ayrc.and let rich mufickcs tongue, 
Vnfold the imagin’d happinefle that both 
Rcceiue in either,by this decrc encounter. 

Iul. Conceic more rich in matter then in words, 
Brags of his fubftancc,not ofOrnament: 

They are but beggers that can count their worth. 

But my true Loue is growne to fuch fuch exceflc, 

I cannot fum vp fome ofhalfe my wea’.'h. 

Fri.Come,come with me,& we will make fhort worke, 
For by your leaues,you fhall not ftay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercinio.B enuoho ,and men. 

"Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio lets retire, 

The day is hot,the Capulets abroad : 

And if we meet, we fhal not fcape a brawle,for now thefc 
hot dayes,is the mad blood flirting. 

Mer. Thou art like one of thefc fcllowes,that when he 
enters the confines of a Tauerne,claps me his Sword vpon 
the Table,and fayes,God fend me no need ofthee: and b y 
the operation of the fecond cup,drawci him on thcDraw- 
er,when indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a Fellow ? 

Mer. Come,come,thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood, 
as any in Italie : and afioonemoued to be moodie, and af- 
foone moodie to bemou’d. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fhould haue 
none fhortly.for one would kill the othertthou, why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire 
lefle in his beard,then thou hafhthou wilt quarrell with a 
roan for cracking Nuts, hauingno other rcafon, but be* 
caufe thou haft hafcli eyes: what eye, but fuch an eye, 
would fpie out fuch a quarrell ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rel*,as an egge is full of meat, and yet thy head hath bin 
beaten as addle as an egge for quarreling: thou haft quar¬ 
rel *d with 3 man for coffing in the ftreer,becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath lainc afleepe in the Sun.Did’ft 
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing bis new Doub¬ 
let before Eafter? with another,for tying his new fhooes 
with old Riband,and yet thou wilt Tutor mefromiquar- 
relling? 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarell as thou art,any man 
Ihouldbuy the Fee-firoplc of my life, for an houre and a 
quarter. 

CMer. The Fee-ficnple ?0 Ample. 

Enter Tybalt,Petruchio,.and others. 

Bets. By my head here comes the Capulets, 
rJMer. By my heele I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me clofe,for I will fpeake to them. 
Gentlemen,Good den,a word with one of you. 

Trier. And but one word with one of vsfcouple it with 
fomcthing,ruake it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You fhall find me apt inough to that fir, and you 
will giue me occafion. 

tJMercu. Could you not take fome occafion without 

giuing? 

Ttb. Mercutio thou confort’ft with Borneo, 


Met Confort?what doft thou ^ 

thou make Minftrels of vs,looke toheareLt^' 5 ? 
. tecre’s my fiddlefticke,heerc‘s that^!'!!^ 


daunce. Comeconfort. 

Eithc-* ^* talkC hcre - inthe P u hlikch 


*11 make 

au ntof men; 


Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place 
Or rcafon coldly ofyour grccuances: ’ 

Or ellc depart.here all eics gaze on vs. 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to Iookc and!,,.1 

I will not budge for no mans pieafurcl'. * 


gaz< 


Tib. 


Enter Romeo. 

Well peace be with you fir.here com. 

Mer. But lie be bang'd fir ifhe weareyour 
Marry go before to field,hcele beyour follower yi 
Your worship in that fenfe,may call him man. ’ 

Ttb. Romeo.the loue I beare thee,can affoord 
No better terme then this:Thou art a Villai„ e 
Rom. TtbAltj.be. reafon that I haue to loue t h e . 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
l o fuch a greeting: Villaine am I none; 

Therefore farewell,! fee thou know’ft me hot. 

Ttb. Boy.this fhall not excufe the injuries 
1 nat thou haft done me,therefore turne and draw 
Rom. I do proteftlncuer injur'd thee. 

But lou’d thee better then thou can ft deuife; 

11’! thou (halt know the reafon of my lout, 

And fo good Capulet t wh\ch name I tender* 

As dearcly as my owne,be fatisfied. 

0 ca ' mc >difoonourable,viIcfubmiflion: 

SHUstucatho carries it away. 

Tybalt.yon Rat-catcher,will you walke ? 

Tib. \\ hat woulds thou haue with me ? 

Mer. GoodKingof Ca ts,no thing but one of your nine 
liues,thatl meane to make bold withall, and as you fhall 
vie me hereafter dry bcate the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by thceates ?ki c 
haft,ieaft mine be about your earcs ere it be out 
Tib. I am for you. 

Bom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come lir.your Palfado. 

Rom. Draw Benuolio, beat downe their weapons; 
Gentlemen,for fhame forbeare this outrage, 

Tibalt.Mercutio,Ct\t Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ftrceces. 

Hold Tybalt,good Mercutio. 

Exit Tybalt, 

“Mer. I am hurt. 

A plague a both the Houfes,! am fped: 

Ijs he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. 1 , 1 ,a fcratch,a fcratch,raarty ’tis inough. 
Where is my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom. Courage man,the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer . No :*tis not fodecpcas a well,norfowideas a 
Church doore,but 'tis inough, ’twill ferue: aske for roe to 
morrow,and you fhall find me a graue man.I am pepper’d 
I warrant,for this world : a plague a both your houfes. 
What, a Dog, a Rat, a Moufe,a Cat to fcrarch a man to 
death: a Braggart,a Rogue,a Villaine, that fights by the 
bookeof Arithmeticke, why the deu’le came you be. 
tweenevsf I was hurt rnder your arme. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft, 

Mer. Helpe me into fome houfe Benuolio, 

Or I fhall faincta plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made wormesmeatofme. 
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—, r anlfbtimny^yWHoufcs. _ Exit. 

1 1,813 ’ This Gentleman the- Princes neerc Ahe, 

, Friend hath got his mortal! hurt 
L.halfe my reputation ftain d 
Kl T,baits himicuTybalt that an houre 
Y 1 ? bcene my Cozin-.O Sweet Iuliet , 
ft* 1 o-auty hath made me Effeminate, 

<R fn O Romeo.Romco ,brauc Mercutto s is dead, 
ThltGallantifpirit hath afpir’d chc Cloudcs, 

^ . u. ^vntimclv here did icornc the earth. 

This daies blacke Fate,on mo daics doth depend, 

Ben. Here comes the Furious Tybalt batke agame. 

‘Pom. He gon in triumph,and Mercutto flame ? 
juvay to heauen refpeftiue Lenitie, 

Jnd fire and Fury ,be my condua now. 

W Tybalt take the Villaine backe againe 
That lace thou gau’ftme.for Mercutios foule 
[shut a little way aboue our heads, 

Cravin' 7 f° r thine to keepe him companie: 

Fither'thou or I,or both.muft goe witbhiro. 
b Tib. Thou wretched Boy that didft cotifort him herd. 

Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This fhall determine that. 

^ They fight. Tybalt fades. 

Ben. J?«we*,*way be gone: 

The Citizens are vp,and Tybalt fiaine, 

Stand not amaz’d,the Prince will Doome thee death 
If thou art taken:hence,be gone, away. 

Rom. O f lam Fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou ftay ? 

Exit Romeo . 

Enter Citizens. 

Citi. Which way tan he that kild \ tJMercutio ? 

Tibalt that Murthcrcr,which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

Citi. Vp fir go With me: 

Icharge thee in the Princes names obey. 

Enter Prince,old Montague,Capulet,their 
lEtaes and all. 

Brin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray i 
Ben. O Noble Prince,I can difeouer all 
The vnluckteMannag- of this fatall brail: 

There lies the man flaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thykinfmanbraue Mercutio. 

Cap. tEi. Tybalt ,my Cozin ? O my Brothers Child, 
0Prince,O Cozin,Husband ,0 the blood is fpild 
Ofmy deare kinfman.Prince as thou art true, 

For bloud of oursjfhed bloud o t Mount ague. 

0 Cozin,Cozin. 

Brin. Benuolio,who began this Fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt here flaine, whom Romeo'shzz\d did flay, 
Romeo that fpoke him fatre,bid him bethinke 
Bow nice die Quarrell was,and vrg'd withall 
Your high difpleafurc:all this vttered, 

With gentle breath,calme looke,knees humbly bow’d 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Of Tybalts dcafe to peace,bur that he Tilts 
WithPeircing ftcclc at bold Afercutids breaft. 

Who all as hoc,turnes deadly point to pointy 
And with a Martiall fcorne,\Vith one hand beates 
Cold death afide.and vvith the other (ends 
It back to Tybalt,\s hofe dexterity 
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Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, i 

Hold Friends,Friends part,and fwifeer then his tongue, , 
His aged arme.beats downe their fatall points. 

And twixt themru(hesr,vnderneath whole arme. 

An eouious thruft from Tybalt ,hit the life • - 
Of flout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained Reucngc, v 

Andtoo’ctheygoelikelightning/orerel 

Could draw to part them,was ftout Tybalt flaine : 

And as he fcll,did Romeo turne end flic: 

This is the crtitb,or let Benuolio die. 

Cap. f VI. He is a kinfinantoth z Meuntague, 

A.ffcif ion makes him fslfe.he fpeakes not true 
Some twenty of them fought in this blacke (trite. 

And all thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

1 beg for Iuftice.which thou Prince muft giue: 

Romeo flew Tybalt,Romeo muftnbt !iue« 

" Pun. Romeo flew him.hc flew Mercutio, 

Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe. 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince,he was Mercutios Friend, 

His fault concludcsjbut vthat the law fhould end. 

The life of Tybalts 

Bna. And for that offence, 

Immediately we doe exile him herice s 

I haue an interefl injyour hearts proceeding: 

My bloud for your rude brawlcs doth lie a bleeding. 

Buc lie Amerce you vvith fo ftrong a fine, 

Thatyou fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

It will be dcafe to pleading and excufes, 

Nor tcares,tior prayers fhall purchafe our abufes. 

Therefore vfe none,let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfc when heis found,that boure is his laft. 

Bearc hence this body,and attend our will: 

Mercy not Murders,pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exeunt 

Enter Iuliet alone. 

Iul. Gallop’apace,you fiery footed fteedes. 

Towards Phxbus lodging,fuch a Wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in Cloudie night immediately. 

Sprcd thy clofe Curcaine Louc-performing night, 

That run-awayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Leapt to thefc armes,vntalkt of and vnfcenc, 

Loucrs can fee to doe their Amorous rights, 

And by their owne Bcauties:or if Loue be blind. 

It beft agrees with nighrtcome citiill night, 

Thou fober fated Matron all in blacke. 

And learne me how to loofc a winning march, 

Plaid for a paire of ftainleffe Maidenhoods, 

Hood my vnman’d blood bayting in my Chcekes, 

With thy BHcke mantle,til! ftrange Loue grow bold, 
Thinke true Loue a&ed fimple itiodeftie: 

Come nighc.come Romes ,come thou day in night, 

For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night 5 
Whiter then new Snow vpon a Rauens backe: 

Come gentle night,come louing blackebrow’d night: 
Giue me my Romeo, and when I fhall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres. 

And he will make the Face of heauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in Loue with nighc 3 
And pay no worfhip to theGarifh Sun. 

OI haue bought the Manfion of a Loue, 

Butnot poffeft it,and though! am fold, 

Not yet enioy’d,fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fomeFeftiuallj 
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